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bacon and eggs set at one end of the table, at seven
in the morning. Regularly at one o'clock my friend
must call him again and put bread and cheese and
beer at the other end of the table. At one-thirty he
would rise, eat both meals and sally forth across
Magdalen Bridge. Once over the bridge the round
was invariable. * Port Mahon, The Cape of Good Hope,
a couple of other pubs whose names escape me, and
finally a tavern in a passage known then by the
sinister soubriquet of the Sot's Hole. In each of these
havens the elderly scholar would consume liberal
quantities of neat whisky. Between the ports of call,
at a stationer's shop, he would purchase Alley Sloper,
Comic Cuts and Chips, and any afternoon might be
seen, propped insecurely against a wall, shaking with
gargantuan laughter over their coloured illustra-
tions, while a jeering mob of children waited to
scramble for the papers, which he flung down one
by one on the pavement as he finished them. And
so back somehow over Magdalen Bridge, half an
hour late for dinner, at which, as Senior, it was his
business to preside. Only understood with difficulty,
owing to a defect of speech, when sober, he was by
now of course completely incomprehensible, and it
was fortunate that by the time dessert was on the
table he was invariably asleep. Yes, there was some-
thing surely to be said for an Oxford which had
produced Newman, Jowett and this student of Comic
Cuts. And then there was the old boy who thought
he was a toadstool, and every now and then	
But here were the fir-woods again and the cool night
air blowing down from Finchampstead Ridges, and
with a start I realised that I was letting fantasy run

